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KELL! it u 60 me furpriling, that 
out of the Multitudes who feel x 
Pleaſure in getting an Eſtate, few cr 
none ſhou'd taſte a Satisfaction in be- 
ſtowing it. Doubtleſs, a good Man 
mult have vaſt Delight in rewarding 
Merit, nor will I believe it fo diffi- 
Pens 1 I am at prefent, I thank Heaven, and 
my own Induſtry, worth a good 100007. and an only 

vip both which I have determin'd to give to the 
moſt 
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An Old Man taught Wiſdom: 
moſt worthy, of my poor Relations, The Tranſport I 
feel from the Hope of making ſome honeſt Man happy, 
makes.me amends for the many weary Days and ſleepleſs 
Nights my Riches have coſt me. I have ſent to ſummon 
dem. The Girl I have bred up under my own Eye; ſhe 
has ſeen nothing, knows nothing, and has conſequently no 
Will but mine. I have no Reaſon to doubt her Conſent 


to whatever Choice I ſhall make. How happily muſt 


my Old Age ſlide ae, between the Affection of an in- 
nocent and dutiful Child, and the grateful Return 1 may 
expect from a ſo much obliged Son- in- aw! I am certain- 
ly the happieſt Man on Earth, Here ſhe comes, 


Sa 
4 Enter Lux., 


- Lucy. Did you ſend for me, Papa ? 


Good. Yes, come hither, Child. I have ſent for you 


to mention an Affair to you, which you, I believe, have 
not yet thought of. 

Lucy. I 221 it is not to ſend me to a Dear Sho, 
Papa. 

Good. 1 dope my 2 to you has been ſuch, that 
you have Reaſon to regard me as the beſt of Fathers. I 
am ſure I have never deny*d you any thing, but for your 
own Good: Indeed: I have conſulted nothing elſe. It is 
that for which I have been toiling theſe many Years ; for 


which I have deny'd myſelf every Comfort. in Life; 
and from which I have; from renting a Farm of 500 a 
Year, ' amaſſed the Sum of 10000 J. a 


Lucy. I am afraid you are angry with me, Papa. 


God. Be not frighten'd; my dear Child, you have done 
nothing to offend me. But anſwer me one Queſtion 


What does my little Dear think of a Husband? 
Lucy. A Husband, Papa! Ola 
A | Good. 


An Oli Man taught Wiſdom, 9 
Good. Come, it is a Queſtion a Girl in her Sixteenth 
Year may anſwer. Shou'd- you like to have a ** 
Lucy ? 
* And am 1 to have a Coach? 
Good. No, no: What has that to do with a Husband ? 
Lucy. Why you know, Papa, Sir John Wealthy's 
* Dayghter was carry'd away in a Coach by her Husband.; 
and I have been told by ſeveral of our Neighbours, that 
& 1 was do have a Coach when I was marry d. Indeed, I 
have dreamt of it a hundred times. I never dreamt of 
a Husband in my Whole Life, that I did not dream of 
a Coach. 1-have rid about in one all Night i in my Sleep, 
and methonght it was the. pureſt thing 
* Good. Leck up a Girl as you will, I And, you cannot 
keep her from evil Counſellors. ¶Aſide.] I tell you, Child, 
you muſt have no Coach with a Husband. 
Lucy. Then let me have a Coach without a Husband. 
2 — What, had you rather have a Coach than a Hug- 
d? 
p Lucy. Hum —— I don't know that But, if 
you'll get me a Coach, let me alone, PI warrant Pl get 


B _ 
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1 in the World. 


e eee 


Do you, Papa, but find a Coach, 
And leave the other to me, Sir; 

For that will make the Lover approach, 
And I warrant we ſhan't diſagree, Sir: 


No Sparks will. talk = 
To Girls that walk, -* N 
Pre beard it, and I confide in't : | i 
Do you then fix | | 4 5 
My Caach and Six, | 3 


T warrant I get one to ride in't, to ride in't, 
I warrant, &c. 


Good. The Girl is out of her Wits, ſure. Huſſy! who WF. 
put theſe Thoughts into your Head? You ſhall have a 4 | 
good ſober Husband, that will teach you better things. | 

Lucy. Ay, but I won't tho', if I can help it; for Miſs | 


Jenny Flant-it ſays, a ſober Maud is the worſt ſort of } 4 


Good, 


An Oli Man taught Wiſdom. 11 


Good, I have a mind to ſound the Girl's Inclinations. 
Come hither, Lucy; tell me now, of all the Men you 
ever ſaw, whom ſhou'd you like beſt for a Husband ? 
Lucy. O fy, Papa, I muſt not tell. 
Good. Yes, you may your Father. 
| Lucy. No, Miſs Jenny fays I muſt not tell my Mind 
to any Man whatever. She never tells a Word of Tram 
to her Father. 
Sood. Miſs Jenny is a wicked Girl, and you muſt not 
regard her, Come, tell me the Truth, or I ſhall be angry. 


Lucy. Why then, of all the Men I ever ſaw in my 
= whole Life-time, I like Mr. Thomas, my Lord Bounce's 
= Footman the beſt, a · hundred thouſand times. 
= CGood. Oh, fy upon you! like a Footman ? 
* Lucy, A Footman! he looks a thouſand times more 
like a Gentleman than either Squire Furchaſe or Squire 
= Tankard, and talks more like one, ay, and ſmells more 
like one too. His Head is fo prettily dreſt, done all 
| down upon the Top with Sugar, like a froſted Cake, 
® with three little Curls of each fide, that you may ſee his 
= Ears as plain! and then, his Hair is done up behind juſt 
like a fine Lady's, with a little little Hat, and a Pair of 
charming white Stockins, as neat and as fine as any white- 
2 legg'd Fowl ; and he always carries a great ſwinging Stick 
in his Hand, as big as himſelf, that he wou'd knock any 
Dog down with, who was to offer to bite me. A Foot- 
man indeed ! why Miſs Jenny likes him as well as I do, 
and ſhe ſays, all the fine young Gentlemen that the La- 
dies in London are fo fond of, are juſt ſuch Perſons as he 
= is. Icad, I ſhou'd have had him before now, but 
that Folks told me I ſhou'd have a Man with a Coach, 
and that methinks I had rather have, a great deal. | 
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Good. I am amaz d! But I abhor the mercenary Tem- 
per in-the Girl, worſe than all. = What, Child, wou'd 
you have Any one nt # Coach? Wou'd you * 
Mr. Achum ? | | 
Lucy. Yes indeed, word I, for a Coach. 
Good, Why, he is a Cripple, and can ſcarce _ a- 


croſs the Room. + 
Lucy. What ſignifies that? 
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111 II. Er HONEY. 


N ben be in a Coach can be tary, 
What need has a Man to go? 
That Women for Coathes are marry'd, 
: Pn not fuch a Child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled Elf 
In Coach be not able to roam, 


Why then I can go by miyſelf, 
Aud be may Yen ſtay at home. 


Enter Bliſter. 


Bliſt. Mr. Goodwill, your ne Servant. I have rid m 

twelve long Miles in little more than an Hour. I am glad ble 

oa! ſo well; 1 was afraid by your Mis * Bu 
5 G 


oven 


God. That 1 had wanted your Advice, I ſuppoſe ; but 


truly, Coz, I ſent for you on à better Account. 


Lacy, this is a Relation of yours, you have not ſeen a 
great while, my Couſin Bliſter, the Apothecary. 

Lucy, O la! F hope that great huge Man is not 10 
my Husband. 

Bliſt. My Couſin is well grown, and looks healthy. 
What Apothecary do you employ? He deals in wad 
Drugs, I warrant him. 

Good. Plain wholeſome Food and Exerciſe are what ſhe 
deals in, | 
Big. Plain wholeſome Food is very proper at ſome 
time of the Year, with gentle Phyſick between whites. 

' Good. Leave us a little, my dear Luc I muft talk with 
your Couſin, 
Lucy. Yes, Papa, with all my Heart —— 1 hope I 


ſhall never ſee that great Thing again. [ Exif, 


Gord. J believe you begin to wonder at my Meffage, 
and will perhaps. more, when you know the Occafion of 
it. In ſhort, without more Preface, I begin to find my- 
ſelf going out of the World, and my Daughter very ea- 
ger to come into it, I have therefore reſolv'd to ſee her 
ſettled without farther Delay. Iam far from thinking vaſt 
Wealth neceſſary to Happinefs : Wherefore, as I can give 
her a ſufficient Competency, I have determined to marry 
her to one of my own Relations, It will pleaſe me, that 


the Fruits of my Labour ſhou'd not go out of the Fami- 


ly. I have ſent to ſeveral of my Kinſmen, of whom ſhe 
ſhall take her Choice; and as you are the firſt here, if you 


like my Propoſal, you ſhall make the firſt Application, 


Bliſt. With all my Heart, Couſin ; and I am very 
much oblig'd to you, Your Daughter ſeems an agreea- 
ble young Woman, and I have no Averſion'to Marriage. 


But pray, why do you think yourſelf going out of the 


Word} ? 


- 
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World? Proper Care might continue you in it a conſi- 
derable while. Let me feel your Pulſe. 

Good. To oblige you; tho? I am in very good Health, 

| BI A little feveriſh. I wor'd adviſe you to 

| loſe a little Blood, and take an Emulſion, with 0 — 

| Emetick and Cathartick. 

_ . Good, No, no, I will ſend my 8 to you; but 

pray keep your Phyſick to your ſelf, dear Couſin, [ Exit. 
Blit. This Man is near Seventy, and, I have heard, 

never took any Phyſick in his Life, and yet he looks as 

well as if he had been under the Doctor's Hands all his 

L ife-time. *Tis ſtrange ; but if I marry his Daughter, 

the ſooner he dies, the better, It is an dd Whim of his 

to marry her in this manner; but he is very rich, and fo, 

ſo much the better. What a ſtrange Dowdy 'tis 

No mmer. her ae is never the worſe. 
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H 

| are 
In Women we Beauty or Wit may admire ; 

| Sing Trol, lerol. | 

But ſure as wwe have them, as ſurely they'll tire; Af 

Ob bo, will they ſo? tio! 


5 ha | | 5 : Abroad 


oa 


An Old Man taught Wiſdom, 1 5 
Abroad for theſe Dainties the Wiſe therefore roam, 
Sime Trol lerol. 
And frugally keep but a plain Diſh at bome; 

Ob bo, do they ſo ? 


Who marries a Beauty, muſt hate her when old ; 
Sing Trol lerol. 

But the older it grows, the more precious the Gold. 
Ob bo, is it ſo? 


Enter Lucy. 


Oh, here comes my Miſtreſs: What a Pox ſhall I ſay to 
her? I never made Love in my Life. | 

Lucy. Papa has ſent tne hither ; but if it was not for 
fear of a Boarding-School, I am fure I wou'd not have 


come; but they ſay I ſhall be whipt there, and a Hus- 


band can't whip me, let me do what I will; that's one 
good thing. 

Bliſt. Won't you pleaſe to fit down, Coulin ? 

Lucy. Yes, thank you, Sir. Since I muſt ſtay 
with you, I may as well fit down as not. [ Aſide, 

Bliſt. Pray, Couſin, how do you find Ke ? 

Lucy. Find myſelf? 

Bliſt. Yes, how do you do? Let me feel your Pulſe, 
How do you ſleep o' Nights? | 

Lucy. How ? why upon my Back, generally. 

Bliſt. But I mean, do you lleep without E 
are you not reſtleſs? 

Lucy. I tumble and toſs a good deal, ſometimes. 

Bliſt. Hum! Pray how long do you uſually ſleep? 

Lucy. About ten or eleven Hours. 

Bliſt. Is your Stomach good? Do you eat with an 
Appetite? How often do you find in a "T any Inclina- 
tion to eat? 


Tag 


1s An Old Man taught Wiſdom: 

Lucy, Why, a gaod many times; but I don't eat 2 
great deal, unleſs it be at Breakfaſt, Dinner, and Supper, 
and Afternoon's Nunchion. 

Blit. Hum! I find you have at preſent no abſolute need 

of an Apothecary. 
>> CF." I am glad to hear that, 4 wiſh he was gone with 
all my Heart. 

Blit: Tfuppoſe, Couſin, Four Mathias coals to 
you the Affair I am come upon; may I hope you will 
comply with him, in making me the happieft Man upon 
Farth ? 

Lacy. 8 I muſt do what 
he bids me. 
Biß. May I then hope you will make me your Hus- 
rr 

Lucy. I muſt do what he'll have me. | hy 

Bit. What. makes you cry, Miſs? Pray tell me What 
is the matter. 

Lucy. No, you wille angry with me, if I tell you, 

Bit. I angry! it is not. in my Power, I can't be angry 
wi pon; Jam to be afraid of your Anger, not you 0 
mine; I'muſt not be angry with you, whatever you do. 

Lucy. What, muſt not you be angry, let me do what 
J will? | 
Bliſt. No, my Dear. 

Lucy, Why then, by: Goles! I will tell you —] 
you, and I can't abide you. 

Bliſt. What have I done to deſerve your Hate ? 
Tucy. Yowhavedone nothing; but you are ſuch a great 
ugly thing, 4ear't bear to look at you; and if my Papa w: 
to lock me up for a Twelvemonth, nn 
HBliſt. et now, you wou'd:z 
me your Haband? 

Lucy. Yes, fo I will for all that. 
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* Ab, be not angry, good dear Sir, { 214 7260 m 
* Mor do not tell Papa; A e 
N For ibo I can't abide you, with b 


Vu marry you - 
Bliſt. Well, my Dear, Ir yu cunt abi me; I can * 
hat help that; nor you can't help it; and if you will not tell 
vour Father, I aſſure you I will not; beſides, my Dear, 
1. as for liking me, do not give yourſelf any Trouble about 
that, it is the very beſt Reaſon for marrying me; no La- 
dy now marries any one but whom ſhe hates; hating one 
another is the chief End of Matrimony. It is what moſt 
Couples do before they are marry'd, and all after it. I 
fanſy you have not a right Notion of a marry'd Life; .. I 
ſuppoſe you imagine we are to be fond, an and N 
one another as long as we live. | 
Lucy. Why, an't we? 
Bliſt. Ha, ha, ha! an't wel no! Hon ignorant it 11 
[ Afide.] Marrying is nothing but living in the ſame 
Houſe together, and going by the ſame Name; while I 
am following my Bufineſs, you will be following: your 
Pleaſure z fo that we ſhall rarely meet but at Meals, and 
then we are to fit at oppoſite Ends a and 
_ Faces at each other. py 
C "Lay, 


"A 1 ED och, 263 walk ad a>... 
18 An Old Man taught yam. 
Lua. V ſhall like that prodigiouſly — Ah, but there 

is one thing tho an't- we to lie Pe” 
Blit. A Fertnight, no longer. | 4 
Lacy. A F that's a long time: bur it will be 
4 Bi. Ay, and then you may have ne x 
Tuucy. May T? then. Pll have Mr. Thomas, by Goles'| 
why this is pure, la] they told me other Stories. I thought? 
when I had been marry'd, I muſt have never liked any 
one but my Husband, and that if I ſhou'd, he wou'd kill 
me; but I thought one thing tho*- with myſelf, that 
cou'd like another Man without letting him know it, an 
then a Fig for him. 
Baie. Ay, ay, they tell. Children firange Stories; M- 
Warrant they have told you, you muſt be govern ern'd by 
Your 'Husband. © 1 
Lucy. My Papa tells me ſo. 
Bliſt. But all the married Women in England vill t 
1 | 
Tucy. So they have already, ehe far aint nun d 
 govern'd by a Husband ; and they ſay another thing too 
that you will tell me one Story before Marriage, and anc 
ther afterwards, for that Mamiage-ulers 4. Man prod 


1 


. No, Child, 1 tall be juſt the fame. Creature 
am now, unleſs in one Circumſtance; A 
Pair of Horns upon my Head. | 
Tucy. Shall you! that's pure, ha, has with Zima 
Figure you will make! but how will you make em grow 
Bliſt. It r em grow. 
Lucy. Shall I? by Goles! then I'll doit as ſoon as 
I can; for I long to ſee em do, tell me how I ſhall do! 
Bliſt. Every cler Man you kis aq N 
Home grow. 


Lu 
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Lucy, By Goles, then, you ſhall have Horns 1 ; 


here WISE el Ns | 


:COAT. 


Ab Sir !. I gueſs 
=  LYou are a fibbing Creature. 
hBliſt. Becauſe, dear Miſs, 
a You know not Human Nature. 
Lucy. Marry'd Men, Pl be ſtworn, 
9 ¶ have ſeen without Horn. 
Bliſt. A Child! you want Art to unlock it 
| The Secret- here lies, 
Mex now are ſo wiſe, | 
To —_ their Horns in their Pocket, 


1 But you mall wear yours on your Head, for I 
ſhall like dem better than any other thing about you, 

Bliſt. Well then, Miſs, | may depend upon you. 

Lucy. And may I depend upon you? | 

Bliſt. Yes, my Dear, 

Lucy. Ah, but don't call me ſo; I hate you ſhould 


call me ſo, 
Bliſt. Oh Child, all marry'd People call one 1 


My Dear, let em hate one another as much as they will. 


” 
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. Do they? Well chen, my Dear —— Hum, I 
think there is not any great Matter in the Word, neither, 
Bi. Why, amongſt your fine Gentry, there is ſcarce 
any Meaning in any thing they fay. Well, Ill go to 
your Papa, and tell him we have agreed upon Matters, 
and have the Wedding inſtantly. 

Liicy. The ſooner the better. 

Bliſt. Your Servant, my pretty Dear. [Exit, 

Lucy. Your Servant, my Dear. Naſty, greaſy, ugly 
Fellow, Well, Marriage is a charming thing tho”, I 
' Hong to be marryd more than ever J did for any thing in 
my Liſe; ſince I am to govern, I'll warrant I'll do it 
purely. By Goles, I'll make him know who is at home 
Let me ſee, I'll practiſe a little. Suppoſe that 
Chair was my Husband; and ecod! by all I can find, a 
Chair is as proper for nd any thing elſe ; now 
fays my Husband to me, How do you do, my Dean? 4 
Lard my Dear, I don't know how I do! not the better 
for you: Pray, my Dear, let us Dine early to-day. In- 
deed, my Dear, I can't, ——— Do you intend to go a- 
broad to-day ? Na, my Dear: Then you will ſtay at 
| bome: No, my Dear. Shall we ride out? No, my 
Dear. Shall, we go 4 Viſiting ? No, my Dear. 
I will never do any thing | am bid, that I am refolv'd ; 
and then Mr. Thomas, Oh good! I am out of my Wits, 


E 


Kh 
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La! what ſwinging Lyes ſome People will tell ! 
I thought when another Pd wedded, 

I muſt have bid poor Mr. Thomas farewell, 
And none but my Husband have bedded. 
But IJ. ind Pm deceiv'd, for as Michaelmas Day 

1s ftill the Fore-runner of Lammas, 
So Wedding another is but the right way” 
To come at my dear Mr. Thomas, 


Enter Coupee, 


| Heyday! what fine Gentleman is this? 
Coup. Couſin, your moſt obedient, and devoted hum- 
ble Servant, 
Lucy. I find this js one of your fine Gentry, by his 
not having any Meaning in his Words. 
Coup. I have not the Honour to be known to you, 
Couſin; but your Father has heen ſo Kind to give me 
Admiſſion to your fair Hands. 
R Lucy. 


71 4. Ol Man taught Wiſdom: * 


| Lucy. O Gras Cancer! What a fine charming Man 
this is! 

Coup. My Name, Madam, is _ nd] have the 

Honour to be a Dancing-Maſter, */ Ci. 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to Dance? 

Coup. Yes, my Dear, I am come to teach you a * 
pretty Dance, did you never learn to Dance? 

Lucy. No, Sir, not I, lp Mr. Thomas taught me, 
one, two, three. 

Coup. That is a very great Fault in your Education, 
| and it will be a great Happineſs for you to amend it, by | 
Er a Dancing-Maſter for your Husband. 

Lucy. Les, Sir, but I am not to have 2 Dancing- 


Maſter; my Papa ſays, I am to have 2 naſty ſtinking 
| Apothecary. | 1 | 
Turn. Your Papa fays! What ſignifies what your Pa- Be 
fays ? 4 
2 What, mut I not mind what my Papa fays? | 
Coup. No, no, you are to follow your own Inclinations. 
I think if ſhe has any Eyes, I may venture to truſt em. 
[A/ide.] Your Father is a very comical queer old Fellow, | 
a very odd kind of a ſilly Fellow, and you ought to 
hugh at him, I ask Pardon tho? for my Freedom, 
Lucy. You need not ask my Pardon, for I am not at 
all angry; for between you and I, T think him as odd, 
queer a Fellow, as you can do for your Life, I hope you 
won't tell him what I fay, 
Coup. | tell him! I hate him for his barbafous Uſage of 
"you; to lock up a young Lady of Beauty, Wit and Spi- 
_ rit, without ever ſuffering her to learn to Dance! why, 
Madam, not learning to Dance, is abſolute Ruin to a 


oung Lady. I ſuppoſe he took Care enough you ſhou'd 


„ ee 
Lucy. Yes, I can read very well, and ſpell too, 


e | 2 <5 TTY Coup, 


4 
> 


5 Love, the leaſt Spark, Madam, wou'd blow up a Flame 


Coup. Ay, there it is; why now, that's more-than/I 


can do. All Parents take care to inſtruct their Children 
in low. bebe things; white the; gratgel Sconces are 
neglected. Forgive me, Madam, at leaſt, if I throw my 
ſelf at your Feet, and vow never to riſe till lifted up with 


the elevating Fire of your Smiles. 


Lucy. Lard Sir! I don't know what to ſay to theſe fin 
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Coup. Might I hope to obtain the leaſt Spark of your 


in me, that nothing ever cou'd quench. O hide-thoſe 


lovely Eyes, nor dart their fiery Rays upon me, left I an 
_ conſumed. —— Shall I hope you will think of me? 


Lucy. I all nk of you hope: thay Twill ends 


know. . [Afige. 


Coup. Will you not 3 me? 
Lucy. La! you mike nol o, I know not what to 
ſay. 


teach you what to ſay, that I may hope you will * 
ſcend to make me your Husband, 


Lucy. No, I won't ſay chat, but 


Coup. Ay, ther 6 e Ws Jearnt'to.Dance, Fg 
Dancing-Maſter wou'd have cur'd her of that. Let me 


2 24 As Old Man auen na 


8 Kir, whe % ** 

To a Man whom I never can hate ; {hg 
So feeet a fine Genileman's Life, 255 
| Showd never be. ſur d with that Fate. 


— 


YC 

But ſoon as Imarryd have been, - 
Ungrateful I will not be nam'd ; * 
Oh ftay but a Fortnight, and then, © | A 
And then you ſhall —— Ob, Pm aſham'd. ing 


Coup. A Fortnight! bid me live to the Age of 
of —— Mr. What's-his-Name, the oldeſt Man that ever 
liv'd ; live a Fortnight after you are marry'd! No, un- 
leſs you reſolve to have me, I will reſolve to put an _—_ M 
to myſelf. N 
Lucy. O do not do that, but indeed I never can hate M 
you, and the Apothecary ſays no Woman marries any mt 


Man ſhe does not hate. ſo 
A = | Coup. 


il 


—— — 7 Err — 
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p 
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Coup. Ha, ha, ha! Such mean Fellows as thoſe every 
fine Lady muſt hate; but when they marry fine Gentle- 
men, they love them as long as they live. 

Lucy. O but I wou'd not have you think I love you. 
I aſſure you, I don't love you; I have been told I-muſt 
not tell-any Man I love him. I don t love ol indeed 1 


don't. 
Coup. But may I not hope you will? 7 


Lucy. Lard Sir, ets it is equal 


to me what you hope. Miſs Jenny fays, I muſt always 
give myſelf Airs to a Man I like. | [Afide. 

Coup. Hope, Madam, at leaſt, you may allow me; 
— cruelleſt of your Sex, the greateſt Tyrants deny not 

e. 

Lucy. No, I won't give you the leaſt Crumb of Hope. 
Hope indeed! what do you take me for? I'll aſſure 
you! No, I wou'd not give you the leaſt Bit of Hope, 
tho* I was to ſee you die before my Face, It is a pure 
thing to give ones ſelf Airs. [ Aſide. 

Coup. Since nothing but my Death will content you, 
you ſhall be ſatisfy*d even at that Price. [ Pulls out his 
Kitt.) Ha! curſed Fate! I have no other Inſtrument, of 
Death about me than a Sword, which won't draw. But I 
have thought of a Way ; within the Orchard, there is an 


Appletree ; there, there, Madam ! you ſhall ſee me e hang 


ing by the Neck. 


There ſhall you ſee your Dancing- Maſter die, 
As Bateman hang'd for Love --- &en fo will I. 


Lucy. O ſtay! La! Sir, you're fo haſty —— 
Muſt I tell you the firſt time I fee you? Miſs Jenny 
' Flant-it has been courted theſe two Years by half FDozen 
Men, and no body knows which ſhell have yet, and 
muſt not I be courted at all ? I will be courted, indeed 
ſo J will, 


D | Coup. 


* 
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Coup. And ſo you ſhall, I will court you after ve are 
marry'd. 

Lucy. But will you indeed? Fly 

Coup. Yes indeed; but if I ſhou'd not, there are others 
enough that wou'd. 

Lucy. But I did not think marry'd Women bad ever 
been courted tho. 

Coup. That is all owing to your not learning to Dance! 
why there are abundance of Women who marry for no 
other Reaſon, as there are ſeveral Men who never court 
any but marry*'d Women. 

Lucy. Well then, I don't much care if I do marry you; 


© but hold! there is one thing but that does not much 
ſignify. A 
Coup. What is it, my Dear? c 
Lucy. Only I promig'd the Apothecary juſt now ; that < 
all. 1 
Coup. Well, ſhall I fly then, and put ev'ry thing in b 
Readineſs? D 
Lucy. Ay, do, I'm ready. 
Coup. One Kiſs before I go, my deareſt Angel, and 
now one, two, three and away. [Exit S 
Lucy. Oh dear, ſweet Man! He's as handſome as ani ” 
Angel, and as fine as a Lord. He is handſomer tha b 
Mr. Thomas, and icod! almoſt as well dreſt. I fee now © 
why my Father wou'd never let me learn to Dance. For, 
by Goles! if all Dancing-Maſters be ſuch fine Men as this le 
I wonder every Woman does not dance away with one. F 
el 


O la, now I think on't, he pulPd out his Fidling Thing, 
and II did not ask him to play a Tune upon't but 
when we are marry*d, I'll make him play upon't; i' cod, 
he ſhall teach me to dance too——he ſhall play, and T| 
dance; that will be pure. O la! what's here? anothe 
Beau ! | 


Enten 
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| Enter Quaver. 


9uav. Madam, your Servant. I ſuppoſe my Couſin 
Goodwill has told you of the Happineſs he deligns me. 

| Lacy. No, Sir, my Papa has not told me any thing a- 
bout you. Who are you, pray? 

Seen. 1 have the Honour uf being 2 "difiant Reldtion 
of yours, and I hope to be a rjearer one. My Natne is 
2uaver, Madam; I have the Honour to teach Tong of 
the firft Quality to ſing. 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to fing? — 

Quav. I like her Deſire to learn to ſing, it is a Proof 
of an excellent Underſtanding. [4fde.] Yes, Madam, I 
will be proud to teach you any thing in my Power ; and 
— + ani not Je; a one in the Science of 


od Singing. 


Lucy. Well, IF I ſhall be glad to learn; for I have 


been told 1 have a tolerable Voice, only I don't know the 


Notes. 
2Quav. That, Madam; may be acquired, a Voice can 


not. A Voice muſt be the Gift of Nature, and it is the 


greateſt Gift Nature can beſtow. All other Perfections, 
without a Voice, are nothing at all. Muſick is allow'd 
by all wiſe Men to be the nobleſt of the Sciences who- 
ever knows Muſick, knows ev'ry thing. 
Lucy. Come then, begin to teach me, for I long to 
e 
Quav. Hereafter I ſhall have time enough. But at pre- 
ſent J have ſomething of a different Nature to ſay to you. 
Lucy. What have you to ay! ? 
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NMill you then bid me tell 
. What you diſcern ſo well, 
By my expiring Sighs, 
© My doating Eyes, © 
My doating Eyes ? 
Liok thro th inſtructive Grove, 
Each Objett prompts to Love, 
See how the Turtles play, 
Each Object prompts to Love; © © 
All Nature tells you what Pd ſay. 
Lucy. Oh charming! delightful ! 
Quav. May I hope you'll grant —— _, 
Lacy. Another Song, and I'll do any thing. 
Quay. Deareſt Creature, g 
Pride of Nature! 
All your Glances 
Give me Trances. 


Deareſt, &c. Lucy 
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22 Lucy. Oh, I melt, I faint, I ſwoon, I die! 
Quav. May I hope you'll be mine? 
Lucy. Will you charm me ſo every Day? 


Quav. And ev'ry Night too, my Angel. 
Enter Coupee. 


| Coup. Heyday! what do I ſee? my Miſtreſs in ano- 
ther Man's Arms? Sir, will you do me the Favour to 
| tell me what Buſineſs you have with that Lady ? 
Quav. Pray, Sir, be fo good as to tell me what Bu- 
ſineſs you have to ask. 
Coup. Sir! 

Quav. Sir! 

Coup. Sir, this Lady i is my Miſtreſs. 

Quav. I beg to be excus'd for Sir: 
Coup. Sir! 

Quav. Sir! 


Coup. Excuſe me, Sir; Zounds, what d'ye mean? 
TI hope you don't give me the Lye. 

Quav. Sir, you miſtake me quite and clean; 
Indeed, good Sir, not 1. 


Coup. 
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Coup. Zounds, Sir, if you had, Pd been mad, 
| But Pm very glad that you don't. 
Quav. Do you challenge me, Sir ? 
Coup. Net 1, indeed, Sit. 
Quav. Indeed, Sir, Pm very glad on't. 


Tuucy. Pray, Gentlemen, what's the Matter? I beſeech 
you ſpeak to me, one of you. 
Coup. Have! not Reaſon? Did I not find you in his 
N 
Quav. And have I not Reaſon ? Did he not nh you 
was his Miſtreſs, to my Face? 


Lucy. Did Mortal &er ſee two ſuch Fools ? 
For nothing theyre going to fight ; 
T begin to find Men are but Tools, 1:10 
| And both with a Whiſper Pll bite. 
g mb 
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With you I am ready to go, Sir, 
Fl give Pother Fodl a Rebuff; {To Coupee. 
Stay you but a Fortnight, or ſo, Sir, 
IT warrant Ill grant you enough. {| To Quaver. 


Quav. Damnation 
Coup. Hell and Confuſion! [They draw, Lucy runs out. 


Enter Bliſter. 


Blip. For Heaven's fake, Gentlemen! what's the Mat- 
ter? I profeſs I am afraid you are both diforder*d. Pray, 


Sir, give me leave to feel your Pulſe; I wiſh you are 


not light-headed. 
Coup. What is it to you, Sir, what I am? 
9uav. How dare you interfere between Gentlemen, 


* Sirrah? 


Coup. I have a great mind to break my Sword about 


& your Head, you Dog 


Quav. I have a great mind to run you thro? the Body, 
you Raſcal! 

Coup. Do you know who we are? 

2uav. Ay, ay, do you know whom you have to do 
with ? 

Bliſt. Dear Gentlemen, pray Gentlemen. Tui 
had nothing to do with you; I meant no Harm. 

Coup. So much the worſe, Sirrah ; fo much the worſe. 

Quav. Do you know what it is to anger Gentlemen? 


Enter Goodwill. 


Good. Heyday | What, are you fencing here, Gentle- 
men ? 

Bliſt. Fencing, Quotha? they have almoſt fenced me 
out of my Senſes, I am fure. 

Coup. I ſhall take another Time. 


Quav. 


; 3 2 


find. 


and by. 
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Quav. And ſo ſhall J. 


Soad. I hope there is no Anger between you. You are 
nearer Relations than you imagine to each other 
Mr. Quaver, you was ſent out of England young; and 

; you, Mr. Coupee, have liv'd all your Life-time in London; 


but I aſſure you, you are Couſin- Germans; let me intro- 
duce you to each other. 

Coup. Dear Couſin Quaver. 

Quav. Dear Couſin Coupee. 
Bliſt. Its but a Blow and a Kiſs with theſe Sparks, I 


Coup. I thought there was ſomething about him I cou'd 
not hurt. 

Good. Here is another Relation too, whom you do not 
know. This is Mr. Bliſter, Son to your Uncle Bliſter the 
Apothecary. 

Coup. I hope you will excuſe our Ignorance. 

Bliſt. Yes, Couſin, with all my Heart, ſince there is 
no Harm come on't ; but if you will take my Advice, 
you ſhall both immediately loſe ſome Blood, and [ will 


order _ of you's gentle Purge. 


Enter Wormwood, 


Farm. Your Servant, Couſin Goodwill / How do you 
do, Maſter Coupee? How do you do, Maſter Bliſter ? 


The Roads are very dirty, but I obey your Summons, you 
ſee 


Orad. Mr. Quaver, this is your Couſin J/ormwoed, the 
Attorney. 
Worm. I am very glad to ſee you, Sir, 1 ſuppoſe by ſo 


many of our Relations being aſſembled, this is a Family 
- Law-ſuit I am come upon. I ſhall be glad to have my 
Inſtructions as ſoon as poſſible, for I muſt carry away 


ſome of your — Goods with n by 
Good. 


Good. I ſent for you on the Account of no; Law-Suit 
this time. In ſhort, I have reſolv'd to diſpoſe of my, 


Daughter to one of my Relations, if you like her, Couſin | 


Wormwood, with 10000 J, and you ſhou'd happen to be 
her Choice 


Blit. That's impoſſible, for ſhe has promis'd me al- 


ready. 
| . And me. 

Quav. And me, 

Worm. How! has ſhe peu d three of you 1? Why 
then, the Two that miſs her, will have very good Actions 
againſt him that has her. | 

"Good. Her own Choice muſt determine; and if that 
fall on you, Mr. Blifter, I muſt inſiſt on your leaving off 
your Trade, and living here with me. 

Bliſt. No, Sir, I cannot conſent to leave off my Trade. 

Good. Pray, Gentlemen, is not the 3 e 

All. Oh, certainly, certainly. 

4 Coup. Ten thouſand Pounds to an Apothecary, in- 

Quav. Not leave off his Trade? 

Coup. If 1 had been an Apothecary, I believe 1 ſhou'd 
not have made many Words. 

Good, I dare ſwear you will not, Couſin, if de ſhou'd 
make Choice of you. 

Coup. There is ſome Difference tho? between us ; mine 
is a genteel Profeſſion, and I ſhall nenn 
Account. 

- . Good, I'll be judg'd by Mr. Quaver here, cho has 
been abroad and ſeen the World. 

Quav. Very reaſonable, very reaſonable ——=— This 

Man, I ſee, has excellent Senſe, and can diſtinguiſh be- 

tween Arts and Sciences. . 

. Good, I am confident it wou'd not be eaſy to: provall's on 
you to continue the ridiculous Art of Teaching People to 

Sing. E * 
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9uav. Ridiculous Art of Teaching to Sing! Do you 
| call Muſick an Art, which is the nobleſt of all Sciences? 
I thought you a Man of Senſe, but I W 1 
Coup. And [ find too. OR 
| Bliſt. And ſo do J. | 
| Norm. Well, it is ſurprifing that Men ſhou'd be lock 
Fools, that they ſhou'd heſitate at leaving off their Pro- 
feſſions for 10000 J. 
| Good, Couſin Mormtvood, you will leave off. your "I 
tice, I am ſure. 
Worm. Indeed, Sir, but I will not. I hope you don't 
put me upon a Footing with Fidlers and Dancing-Maſters, 
No Man need be aſham'd of marrying his Daughter to a 
Practitioner of the Law. What wou'd you do without 
| Lawyers? Who'd know his own Property ? 
| 
| 


well? 


Coup. If it was not for Dancing-Maſters, Men might | 


1 as well walk upon their Heads, as their Heels. 

Quav. And if it was not for Singing-Maſters, they 
| * rh well have been all born dumb. 

| Good, Ha! Confuſion! What do I ſee my . 

| in the Hands of that Fellow! 


Enter Lucy and Mr. Thomas. 


Jak. Pray, Papa, give me your Bleſſing. Thope you 

| won't be angry with me, but I am marry'd to Mr. Thomas, 

| ..* Good, Oh Lucy, Lucy! Is this the Return you make to 
| my Fatherly Fondneſs ? 

Lach. Dear Papa, forgive me, I wart do © any 

| Won et Indeed 1 ſhould have been perjured, if I 

had not had him, And I had not had him neither, 

but that he met me when I was FRO and did not 

- -— nmr 


* 


© Good, 


Bliſt. Or without Phyſicians, who'd know when he was 


al wb ws ya 


Good. To marry a Footman? 
Tho. Why look ye, Sir, I am a Footman, *tis true, 
but I have good Acquaintance in Life. I have kept ve- 
ry good Company at the Hazard-Table; and when [I 
hwy other Cloaths on, and Money in my Pocket, ey 
will be very glad to ſee me again. 
_ Worm. Hark ye, Mr. Goodwill, your Daughter is an 
Heireſs, Ill put you in a way to proſecute this Fellow, 
- Bliſt. Did not you promiſe me, Madam? | 
Coup, Ay, did you not promiſe me, Madam ? 
QNuav. And metoo? - _ " 
Lucy. You have none of you any Reaſon to complain; 
if I did promiſe you all, I promis'd him firſt. 
. Worm. Look ye, Gentlemen, if any of you will em- 


ploy me, PII ae ents, For- 
tune. 


Ryav. It you had given your Daughter a good Edu- 


4 cation, and let her learnt Muſick, it wou d have put ſofter 
things into her Head. 


Bliſt. This comes of „our Contempt of Phyſick, If 
ſhe had been kept in a Diet, with alittle gentle Bleeding, 
and Purging, and Vomiting, and Bliſtering, this had ne- 
ver happen'd. . 

morm. You ſhou'd have ſent her to Town a Term or 


two, and taken Lodgings for her near the Temple, that 


ſhe might have converſed with the young Gentlemen of 


the Law, and ſeen the World. 
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Lucy. Ob dear Papa! don't look ſo grum; * 


Forgive me, and be good : 
For tho he's not ſo great as ſome, 
Hie ſtill is Fleſh and Blood, © 
that tho he's not ſo fine as Beaus, 
I Gold and Silver gay; 
iet he, perhaps, without their Cloaths, 
May have more Charms than they, 


Tho. Your Daughter has marry'd a Man of ſome Learn- 
ing, and one who has ſeen a little of the World, and who 
by his Love to her, and Obedience to you, will try to 
deſerve your Favours. As for my having worn a Livery, 
let not that grieve you; as I have liv'd in a great Fami- 

ly, I have ſeen that no one is reſpected for what he is, 
but for what he has; the World pays no Regard at pre- 
ſent to any thing but Money, and if my own Induſtry 
ſhou'd add to your Fortune, fo as to entitle *any of my 
£8 5 Poſterity 
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Grandfather, was a Footman. 

Good. Ha! thou talk'ſt like a pretty ſenſible Fellow, 
and I don't know whether my Daughter has not made a 
better Choice, than ſhe cou'd have done among her Booby 
Relations. I ſhall ſuſpend my Judgment at preſent, and 
| paſs it hereafter, according to your Behaviour. 

Tho. I will try to deſerve it ſnou d be in my Favour. 

Morm. I hope, Couſin, you don't expect I ſnou d loſe 
my Time. I expect Six and Eight Pence for my Jour- 
ney. - | 
Good.” Thy Profeſſion, I ſee, has made a Knave of 
whom Nature meant a Fool. Well, Iam now conyinc'd, 


'tis leſs difficult to raiſe a Fortune, than to find one wor- 
thy to inherit it. 


| 
* 


AIR 


Poſterity to Grandeur, it will be no Reaſon againſt ma- 
king my Son, or Grandſon, a Lord, that his Father, or 
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BLISTER. 


Had your Daughter been phyſick*d well, Sir, as ſhe ought, * 

With Bleeding, and Bliſ' ring, and Vomit, and Draught, 2 

' This Footman had never been once in ber Thought, 4 
Mitb his Down, down, &c. 


Cour REE. 


Had pretty Miſs been at a Danciię- School bred, 

Had her Feet but been taught the right Manner to tread, 
Gad's Curſe ! *twould have put better things in her Head, 
| Than his Down, down, Sc. 


QUuavemR. 


Had fhe learnt, like fine Ladies, inſtead of her Prayers, 
To languiſh and die at Italian ſoft Airs, 
A Footman had never thus tickled ber Ears, 

b bis Down, down, Sc. Luer. 


3 
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Luut r. 


You may Phyſick, and Muſick, and Dancing enhance, 

In One 1 have got them all Three by good Chance, 

My Doctor bell be, and he'll teach me ta Dance, 
With his Down, down, Sc. 


And though ſoft Italians the Ladies controul, 


He fears he can charm a fine Lady, by Gole ! 
More than an Italian can do for his Soul, 
With a Down, down, c. 


My Fate then, Speftators, hangs on your Decree, 
T have brought kind Papa here, at laſt, to agree; 


Fon pardon the Poet, he will pardon me, 


Hith ny Down, down, Sc. 


Let not a poor Farce then nice Criticks purſue, 
But like honeſt-hearted good-natur”d Men do, 


And clap to pleaſe us, who have fweat to Pleaſe Jou, 
With our Down, down, c. 


CHoORUs, 


Let not a poor Farce then, &c. 


4 
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